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Panties 


Author's Notes: 
Hehe. This was written for a bingo prompt. \"Things Thrown At the band/On Stage\" This was the first thing | 
thought of. Enjoy! 


The final notes of the concert were exhilarating. He was riding high. So was the audience. None of them were 
going to have voices tomorrow. Vince was grinning like a loon Even Mick was smiling. And Nikki, Nikki looked like 
all of this had been his idea. Fucker. He walked up to the front of the stage to toss his drumsticks. Tommy 
watched the crowd fight over them, laughing as he tossed one further back into the crowd. 


A flash of red caught his attention before it landed at his feet. Raising an eyebrow, he hooked his finger under 
the red thong and lifted it up for inspection, hearing the cat calls from the crowd. "Well, thanks for this!" He 
said, twirling it around on his finger. "Pity, looks like we have to play harder next time, they're not even wet." 
Tommy gave the crowd a wink as the screams got louder. He turned and sauntered off stage, still twirling the 


red satin around his finger. 


"Yo Nikki, look what | got!" 


Nikki only rolled his eyes and turned away from him. He pouted, walking closer to Nikki. "Dude, we've still got it 


if chicks are tossir thongs up on stage." 
"Tommy, you don't know where that shit's been" 


"You're just jealous you didn't get a thong thrown at youl" Tommy said, grinning at Nikki, twirling it in front of 
him. He kept walking towards the green room until he realized that Nikki wasn't walking beside him. "Sixx?" He 


turned back to look at Nikki, his brow wrinkling at the funny look on his face. "Sixx, what's with that face?" 
"Are they even wet?" 
Tommy grinned at the grunted question that escaped Nikki. "Well, no. But-" 


"Then all that chick wanted was another notch on her belt. A chance to say she slept with the famous Tommy 


Lee. 


"When the fuck did you get so goddamn cynical?" He asked, looking at Nikki, the satin resting against his fingers. 
"And so what? Maybe | want a quick love ‘em and leave ‘em fuck. They come in handy." He added, winking at 
Nikki. 


"Because if you wanted a ‘quick fuck’ all you had to do was ask." 


He blinked. Turned to look at Nikki. "What the-" Was all he managed before Nikki pinned him back against the 
wall of the stadium. Their mouthes were sealed together and Nikki fucked him with his tongue. Claiming him, 
hard, fast and brutally. It made him weak in the knees. He sank back against the wall, panting. His cock was hard 
and throbbing as he watched Nikki pull away. 


"You know Tommy, | always pegged you for a boxers boy." 

His blood was still singing. His cock was still hard. He could still taste Nikki. Smoke on his breath. He could still 
feel hard lips claiming his. Nikki's body pressed against him. It didn't matter that Nikki had walked away, left him 
there. He glanced down at the satin panties hanging off his fingertip. With a twitch of his hand, he let them fall 
to the ground. 

They were no longer appealing. He glanced up and watched Nikki walk into his dressing room. 


However, learning just what kind of boxers a Mr. Nikki Sixx was wearing.. 


Now THAT was something he wanted to find out. 


